
Anna’s Story 
 
My name is Anna I feel the traumatic birth of my son and daughter led to the break 
up of my marriage. 
 
It started with the death of a close family member when I was about 3 months 
pregnant, this brought on pre natal depression (although I didn't know it at the time) 
I was also sick for the whole nine months, followed by carpel tunnel syndrome. I was 
then told at a pre natal examination that I had a something (I don't remember the 
name that was used) lip which would mean that I couldn't dilate to 10cm, when I 
tried to tell the staff when I was in labour no one would listen.  
 
I was taken into hospital at 7 months suffering with pre eclampsia while I was in 
hospital the maternity ward closed and reopened in a different hospital so I was sent 
home for a weekend  and taken back in on the Monday.  
 
While I was there I developed a huge cyst at the top of my thigh. Because I was 
close to term they couldn't operate so I had to wait until it came to a head, I was 
then taken into a private room and two doctors took a surgical pack, broke a pair of 
plastic tweezers, took out a scalpel, sprayed my leg with a cold spray and cut open 
my leg and shoved the broken end of the plastic tweezers into the wound to break 
open the"pockets".  
 
The pain was indescribable I was screaming for them to stop, my husband was 
crying, Afterwards I was given a small amount of pethadine for the pain the doctor 
apologised for causing so much pain and the nursed told my husband that he should 
never of seen what had happened, he was then given my blood drenched knickers to 
take home, on the way home he had an accident.  
 
I was induced soon after because of the pre eclampsia the contraction were 
continuous, there was no break in them at all, as one finished another would start, I 
found the midwife to be very unsympathetic when I asked for pain relief I was given 
gas and air and was surprised that it didn't help at all, I found out afterwards that 
the pipe was not connected to the canister and nobody checked, they just thought I 
was making a fuss. 
 
I was given a small amount of pethadine, by this time it didn't help. My baby was 
becoming distressed, he needed to come out, they used forceps and apart from 
marks around his eye he was fine, I wasn't, I didn't want to hold him I felt I was in 
shock I felt battered and bruised and emotionally dead. I suffered severe post natal 
depression and thanks to a great doctor went on to have years of counselling and 
medication (which I am still on 13 years later).  
 
My daughter’s birth was in its way just as traumatic and it led to me not wanting to 
have sex with my husband we were told the cause (traumatic birth) but not what we 
could do about it, it let to our eventual separation. Thank you for "listening" it was 
good to get it off my chest. 
 


